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MADAME MODESTE

BY SIDNEY QUARLES.

Madame Modests had already becoms anoted
charaeter in the city when I met her.

It is probable that the bonor of an aequaint-
ance with bher wouid mot have been thus de-

ferred had I possessed either money or reputa-
tion, for Madame made a point of entering inte

relations, more or less intimate, with everybody
worth knowing. Yet it came abous at length
that she formed for me a friendship as sioeere
as it was unaceountable.

She was a little, dumpy, wheezy Frenchwoman

who oecupied the second floor front, two flights
of stairs below me, at the corper of Main aod

streets, and the sign “Clairvoysot” was
upon her door,

1 bad more than on¢e mounted our musual
flight of stairs in her wake—alwaysat a respect
ful distance—while she slowly and laboriously
counted the upward steps, stoppiog st short in-
tervals and gaspiog for bresth. At such times
1 had resisted with considerable effort the im-

pulse to offer ber my arm, for there was some-
thing strangely childish sud patbetic in the soli-

tary hittle fgure elimbing the up-hill of life
alone, absurdly ineongruous as simplicity and
pathos might appear in & woman of her occupa-
tion, with a worldly-wise old face and a decided
waddle.

So it happened, on one of these occasions,
that when Madame recled forward, with hsr
hand upon her own door knob, and would have

fallen, I sprang up stairs and caught ber just in
time. I took the key from her plump little haod,
carried ber iz, and, haviog deposited her upcn
ber own couch. ran for the nearest doctor.

“is was nothing; a momentary spasm for
breath—an every day occurrence,” she said,
wheo, returning with the doctor, I found her
quite restored. But she thanked us with pecal-
iar grace and sweetness, and from that time I
was always a welcome guest in ber little parlor.

This room was a striking one, in its way. It
was cosily, even luxuriously furpisbed, in so far
as Madame counld furnish . The walls, itis
true. were hung with cheap paper of most'atroe-
cious pattern, and the windows with
coarse” brown paper shades. The greea
repcoversd ochairs  flouted the violes
blue of the woolen ecarpet, and both
raged at the higbly-colored walls. But Madame

had covered the green sofa with a white wolf
skin. sud the biue carpet was almest bidden
under Oriental rugs of priceless value;
over square table hung sn India
shawl, apd the chairs were toned
down by judicionsly disposed scraps of
Japasese embroidery or sik. A silver
mirror of exquisite workmanship hang against
the wall, and a few good prints were pioned up
here and there. A great wooden bowl of KRus-
sian work in rude fizures of gold, snd red and
black stood upon a window seat. There were
rough shelves adorned with jugs and jars of
quaist shape and Moorish in design; then there
were strange Mexicar ornamenta, pieces of gold
and silver ore, and other odds and ends gatbered
in an extensive course of travel, and all of intrin-
sic worth acd beauty. In one corper, behind a
curtain of rare old tapsstry, bung a silver cruei-
fix. and the worn cushion underneath spoke
well for the constaney of Madame Modeste's de-
votions.

Madame herself, huddled into a soft little
heasp upon this cushion, or lying st leogth
among the white furs of ber couch, making ove
billowy line from her double ehin to the smart
red bows on her shabby slippers, presented as
anigue and incongrucus AN appearance as did
her boudeoir. The hem of her gray satin gown
was frayed to a fringe; the exquisitely fine laces
at her throat and falling back from the large,
loose sleeves, were yellow with mora than age;
and the scarlet opera eloak in which she was
nusually enveloped—Madame was always cold—
though fine and ample, and always worn with
the air of s dowager dochess, yot failed to con-
ceal sundry other ravages of time.

At the first glance ber face was almost re-
pulsive, with its large, protruding, light-gray
eyes, sharp vese and flabby cheeks. Bat ber
wmouth was delicate, her teoth were firm and
white, and her smile was s tranafiguration.
Her voice, too, was soft and genotle, if rather
wheezy; her manner expressead a fine blending
of dignity and sweetness, and Madame Modeste,
notwithstanding her grease spots and tatters,
in spite of age, ugliness and ponderosity, was
s charming woman. Her meals were gerved
from 2 restaurant pext door; but there was al-
ways within reach a biseuit, a crumb of rich
chaese, a aip of sherry; even, somelimes, &
thimblefal of cognae.

And as sbhe muncbed and sioped, always id
the most dsinty and bigh-bred manner, Madame
deseanted upon the frightful expense of liviog,
The rent of reoms, the exorbitant prices of food,
the extortions of messenger boys and cab-driv-
ers wers sach a personal grievance.

'An old woman like me,” she said in her al-
most too perffit English, and with a piquancy
of mecent and a shrug of the soldiers that can-
net be put on paver; ‘s simple, barmless. old
woman like me, to work so hard for the little
life I have! And it is so little—so very little!”

Then, for further consolation, sho set a-light
the aromatie herbs in an ancient Persian censer
that swuong ite siiver chains from the head of
bher couch, inbhaling the smoke to relieve her
asthmatiec breathing.

“Ah!" she cried out, with two tears rolling
down through the imoke, “my heart—how it
beats' The doctors hava told me that when it
beats so fast it aborteos the life. Do you think
it trus! She streteched bher soft round arm to-
wara me, and the littie band with its full blue

vrins

I knew that she made pretensions to a knowl-
edge not ounly of oceult foress, put of secres
dmnn; and ber doctor's diploma hdug upon the
wa

“You should know best,” I answered, pointing
to it

“Yes, yes," she said, springing to ber feet
“You have said right; I should kpow. It is the
poor old heart, worn ount, like the body. by the
poverty it carries. And some day it will stop—
stop, for the rest it needs. If I had the money—
ves, & tenth of the mopey I ooce had, I eounid
ive out my life in comfort on the golden hills.
But the poverty of the heart—ab!” And her
face took on & ghastly hue

“Have you no friends, no brother, or son!” I
began.

“Son-—son'" she eried, again sprioging up.

“What do you know of son! A sonisfirsta
eare and then a curse. Bah' 1 would not likea
son.”
Notwithstanding her constant ery of poverty
Madame Modeste drove a Hourishiog business in
ber own line, and managed it with a curious
shrewdness. No one knew whence she came,
nor by what means her information was gained,
but she spectily became aequainted with all the
leading and many of the carefully hidden facts
in the lives of all such ple as would be likely
to seek derservices, and had the mouney to pay
for them.

She kept one servant, a sharp, black-eved
young woman, who answered the door-bell and
kuew from the appearance of the visitor wheth-
er Madame were at home. For Madame had
days when she conld meet none but the muss
urgent demands--days whea she lay prone upon
her coueh, smoking cigarettes for her short
breathing, and reading Zola to distract her
thoughts. She charged more than her usopal
fees, at such times, for it was more than usual-
Iy fatiguing to hold converse with the spirits.
To poverty in any form she had the strongest
aversion. Poor people excited her sympathy
aud all such excitement was, she said, beyond
ber strength. Very rarely did s person pass
inside her door who had not the money to pay
liberally for information he sought.

“1i.J give you knowledge it is worth money to
you; also is shortess my life and I must have
pay secordingly,” she said closking her demands
with a eharity which begac at home.

There was a day, now \.Dd theo, when ashe
opened her door to all who eame; and, as if to
do sbe atiached to berself some of the
most wicked and depraved characters in the
eity. More than once [saw a policeman gazing
up the stalrway, as if to mid bis imaginations in
following the vanishing fgure of some person
of bad reprie. Madame was delicate and super-
citlous to the last degree. She shrank and
shuddered visibly a® the approash of anythie
coarse, Yetshe seemed to endure contact wit
these degraded creatures witbout loss of com-
posnre. Hesr prejudices were nthgr against
poverty than crime; she had less charity for bad
tasta than for bad morals.

“AM" she would say, iayiag the little bine-
veined band upon the rougher one that had
often Lroken the law, “Ah! there is & bad spirit
pear yon—one with bloody bair: and bé says--
but you must admit ali. You muost say yes, if
[ tell you true; sise | cannot tell more.”

And they noswer yes. ali of them, albeit with
pallid lips: for Madame's eyes were sbarp 10 see
& speck upon a Luman soul

“The thing,” she asmid, “I must pity them.

nese, it comes 80 mueh from wrong

and back of that is the wrong beget-

dou's you know! How ean I torn them

when they have s0 much more need
whot is coming to them than bas the
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rich man who comes to me with gold or dia-
monds?! They feel better when I have talked
with them, always they {eel better; and perhaps
for a day—two days—they do better. It is the
only charity I can give.”

But there were those who asserted that these
people did not eome to Madame Modeste for the
sake of her mystic powers alone; and they
binted at dark secrets told more to Madame
than by her. Her t was an usfathomed
abyse, and such it rem Like wickedness,
she bad always been migratory, and people
were found who had met her indifferens cities
under different names.

Some frauds in spirit walking bad been con-
pected with ber ia a limping, incoherent way,
l.hoﬁh she did not now permit herself to be
ealled a materializing mediom.

It was told, also, that a cartaln very rich man
in California had been a great friend to
Madame, much to the dissress of his wife and
grown children.

Suddenly he died—eommitted suicide. it is
said—but his monecy had wanished. All that
could be found were a few worthless mining
shares, and some railroad stock of but little
wore value. What had become of the moneyf
Ask Madame Modeste. There was a woman,
then, who kept her Chiness servants, who
dashed through the streets behind her
own Dhorses, two Dbeauties, with coats
slesk and shiniog a8 satin—and there
was asthma in that golden climate. Why
did o6t that woman stay there! Ask Madame
Modeste. ““Her clairvoyance is all a cloak and
a fraud.” said these detractors. ‘'She isold,
pow, her atiractions are on the wane; but bers
is not & mature to don the mouk’s hood and do
penance. She but changes her cunning as she
chan her age. Her pu are the same as
of old, and some unlawful scheme will succeed
or miscarry, and then Madame Modeste will
disappear as she has done at sundry times and
in diverse places heretofore.”

There was no well-defined charge in all this;
no names or dates were given, and no one could
point with certaioty to the person who had set
these stories afloat. Bat, such as they were,
they drifted to the ears of Madame herself, and

A found her, ote day, dissolved in tears.

© “Ab! the wretchea!” she cried, outstretehing
her lovely white arms, while the tears dripped
from her cheeks. ‘‘The heartless wretches, to
persecute a helpiess old womaun so! May Jesus
give them no mercy. I know these women,
these mjserable, wiscked women that I have never
seert you know why I like men! Do you
know why I bate women! A woman always
strikes at your reputation, and behind your
back. Buts man will at least nght you fair.”

““Bat who bas teld you these things!” 1 asked,
when she had repeated some of them to me.

*No one—no one! It was pot intending to
tell. It was intended to go here and there with
vague hints until people would leave me and
point the finger at me. But knowledge comes
io many ways. It creeps through creviees; it
drifts io the air and youn breathe 1t in. But there
are strong spirit friends with me who will not
let them pull down the innocent, the old, the
helpiess one. Bat you—you do vot think I do
all these most vile things! You do not think 1
am so wicked. Here, I will show you.”

She took a letter of recent date from a pile of
curionaly marked cards upoo the table aud gave
it to me.

“Read that. It is from the woman whose
mouey I stole away, and whose husbaod I drove
to death. She is my friend. Do you think she
conld write in such fashion to me if | had been
the woman they call me’”

Her breathing seemed untore diffienlt than
usual; she hovered over the censer and hid her
face in the arolmatic smoke while [ read. It
was a simple letter full of misspelled words and
bearty thaoks for a certaln som of money
loaned when the writer was in sorest need.

“*Do you thipk she would come to me in her
distress—1t0 me, the one who had brought 1t up-
on ber! You kvow pethiog of & woman if you
think that. No, no, no! And he, too, was my
friend. 1 still grieve for him. He wasa
and noble man, who believed in spirita. ould
I bring a good and noble man to his death! Am
I & monster! Misfortane came npon him, I tell
you, true misfortune; aad the sons, they would
allow the mother of them to die.”

I felt gennine pity for bher distress as she
paced the floor gasping for breath and shak-
ing ia ber agitation, while the tears rolled
down undeeded. Then she smote her bands hard
together, then clasped them over bher breast,
erying, *“My poor heart! 1 must fall.” I
speang to her assistapee: I did all that counld be
done for bar relief, and quite forgot that she
had not by any means shown the writer of the
letter t0 be the woman iu question, Her grief,
At least, was real: it overwhelmed, it killed out
all suspicion of being assumed.

_“'An old woman like me! A poor, friendless,
little, old woman, helpless and harmless with
very short time at all to live! Could they mnot
leave me these fow days in peace! And thea to
strike me through my friends: it is moostrous!”

Aund her “ii'h 'orol more pitiful sod childish
than ever. Butat lengih she became calmer,
sod said: :

“The wviriv-walking is
frisnd, the spirita do walk; and
sod see, and fes), and talk

Pod. %
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How can one expose what is the wvery truthl
They come not zo readily for me now, for I am
feeble and old. I have not the power to bear
them into the light. Bat it might be that they
would eome onece more. Spirits are true friends;
they bave nothing of which to be afraid. Let
us see.”

In vain did I protest, as I had tried several
times before to protest, that sha should oot de-
fend herself to me—1 was not her judge. She
turned the key in the d%or, and drew down the
thick eurtains, making the room as dark as the
sunlight of mid-afternoon would allow,

“You must look everywhere where ons could
hide,” she insisted. *‘Under the couch—behind
the desk—behind those curtains voander. Do
you find anyone! No; of conrse not. Now, do
not speak—I must not be disturbed. Here is
this erystal, into whi®h you must intently look.”

She sat opposite me at the little table, with
her eyes balf closed, looking fixedly at vacancy.
A chilly sensation erept down my spine. 11in-
voluntarily stretched out my arms a littleas [
yawned, though [ was far from being sleepy.

“‘Are you going to sliow me a spirit I”

“Perbaps; I do not know. Baut you must re-
main perfectly quist. Think about nothing,
and gaze steadfastly into the crystal. Do not
sveak—it rains all.”

I looked at Madame. Her eyes, and even her
cheeks, looked sunken; her face was rigid and
pale, with a strange ashiness of hus which in
that dim light wae ghastly, But for the strong
shudder whieh occasionally passed over her
frame and couvaoised her features sbe might
have been dead.

Whatever har power was, and from whatever
source it came, Madame not only believed in it
herself, but she suffered from it fearfully. Her
whole beiug expressed a stress, an agony which
was terrible. I strove to ery out, to sprioe to
my feet, but a greater power than my owa held
me back and fixed my gaze again
upon the  crystal. As [ looked the,
glass seemed to paipitate and expand;
its center became a Inminous eye, tearching me
through and through. It drew my soul intoits
own filery heart—Madame faded away—
the room was black: and floating, floating ever
nearsr to me came amist, & grayish white
cloud, vague and vapory.

“See!” said Madames voice from out the
blackness, miles and miles away. ‘See! aspir-
it comes to you—your brother.”

Aud the cloud floated and wavered, and set-
tled into the semblance of & human form. An
arm was stretched toward me: there wers eyes,
bus they showed no spark, asd lips, but they
did not move.

“Speak to your brother, my friend " mur-
mured the voice of Madame. *‘Touch him—but
gently. I have mot the power, such as I once
bad, to give to my spirit friends of my own
strength and solidity. He can stay but a mo-
ment. Speak!”

I bad never had a brother; but when I tried to
tell Madame this, my tongue cjave unto the
roof of my mouth, and instead I stretobed out
my band toward the figure and sad:

“Whence do you come, my brother!”

The shadow made a visible effort to speak, bat
the resuit was only an inarticulate murmur,
and, as I looked, it slowly lost its human form—
1t was a vapory clond—it was not there. [efore
me sat Madame, who seemed to be brushing cob-
webs from before her eyes.

“Ah! I cannot give tham the strength to stay.
I am w00 old aud weak. It makes the bheart beat
too fast; and the heart shoula be of steel. But
you have seen your brother! Youknowthat the
spirit may resuro in its own material form: you
know it is not a fraud.”

What could 1 say! How reply to this triumph-
ant logie of the eyes and ears! How deny tne
evidence of my senses, and the conviction that,
whatever this thing might be, this phantom of &
brother, who had never existed. Madame herself
was pot a party to the deception! How, then!
Is it disembodied spirite, and not men, who are
deceivers ever!

These questions were too deep for me; | men-
tally shook myself together and prepared to
take my departure.

“Now, you will tell what you have seen and
what you have heard, you, my friend!” pleaded
Madame in a voice of husxy sweetness, aud her _
pretty hand and arm were stretched out implor-
ingly. *‘And I shall not be driven away—for
then | must go to my daughter and be a burden
upon ber and ber poor youog husband.”

Yee; certainly I could tell what I had seen and
heard.

Seated in my own room, however, the evi-
dence of my senses during thisinterview scemed
DOt so irresistibie. 1 became indignant at be-
ing the victimm of this mesmerie jugslery—for
such it was, whether from a human or superhn-
man sourca. The vision was a fraud, even
Madame believed in it, even if I believed in I
myself. At best is was but a semblacce, a
shadow; and it was not even the shadow that it
pretended to be. It were better if 1 held my

e.
The next time [ visited Madame 1 found the
ball ia front of her rooms liced with pots of
byacinths in full Sower.
The maid received me besitatingly, and sent
a0 inquiring gianes up and down the hall, as I
tood in the door. was 111, m:lli seri-

Madame
ously ill, this time; #nd sbe feared I could  not

be admitted. Madame had recognized my
voice, however, and ealled me to her couch.

Those hyacinths! She bad always loved
them, and now they bad been the death of her.
Is not true love always fatal! She had slept
with them in her room, and had awakened with
a sensation of smothering—as of some one clutch-
iog at her throat. There was no air in the
rosm—nothing but sweetness—and thelamp bad
gone out. She did not know they could
poison one—the beautiful murderers.

And Madame lay back, pale and weak, and
drew her scarlet cloak up to her chin. I gave
her a little brandy and she soon revived. Then
she told me:

“l have discoverad what I {eared! I know
the person who is persecutiog me. He is an old
lover, an old enemy of migs. He has followed
me months—years—always. Is it not too alto-
gether absurd —an old woman like me! But, ah!
my friend,” and she seized my arm in her trem-
bling bands.  “Ab, stay by me! 1 am afraid of
this mun—he is & madman.”

“You say he bas persecuted you for a long
time?”

_Oh! yes, yes. 1 have ran away so many
times—and I am 80 tired of it. Do you know
why I left California? It was because hea follcwed
me everywhere. I could not for an hour escape
from bim. [ lost my busioess because he was
always at my door-—sometimes actually asleep
against it Why did I not give him in
charge! Why did I not put him in an asylum?
A woman doea not those things to a lover. How
can she when it is her beauty drives him madi”
And Madame involantarily drew up her old red
cloak again. “"No: we dodge, we temporize; we
canpot retaliate when it is a lover. 1 broke up
my fine establishment, I sold my horses—the
bright, shinlog beauties, the high-steppine ones;
they ware proud of me when they took me
through the streets—and [ ran away like a thief
in the pight. I hide myself here. I have been
80 good, sotjuiet; all I waat is peace for my few
days on earth. And be must follow even here.
Ab, the brute—the monster'”

For an instant her face assumed an appear-
ance of the most maligoant batred.

“I wiil set a force of policemen to watch for
this man,” I ventured.

“The police? No, no; then he would kill me.
It is hard for me to live, & lonely old woman
like me, but it would be harder to be killed.
No, no; I will creep away again in the night, and
no one shall know. Some day soon the poor
old beart will stop short—that will be the end!
Ah! my friend,” she cried suddenly, "is it mnot
piteous!” And her tears fell thick and fast.

"“You are going!” she said, as I arose, after
vainly Lryiog to say something consoling. *‘And
we shall not see each other again. PBut we have
been friends, and v@p will sometimes speak a
kind word for Madame Modeste, will you not!
Sea! I give you all my byacinths; Lhey are love-
ly and short-lived as our friendship--but we
bave not poisoned each other.” And she shed
upon me a smile, an appealing, an ineflably
sweet and tender, a glorifving amile.

I took her hand.

“Good-bye, Madame Modeste, may you be
prosperous and happy.”

Bug there cames a hurried knocking at the
door; then it was thrown wide open, and a dark,
fierce-looking man of less than middie age
pushed the servant aside and faced us.

“It is time, Madame,’" he said, sternly

He stood in the door way, short, solid, im-
movable, a personation of foree, a thunderbolt
shot from somewhere. Madame sank back upon
her couch and coverea her face; theu she drew
her cloak about her grandlv, and arose, con-
fronting the intruder, and I turned toward the
door. .

“Stay, my friend,” she said, stretching ont
ber hands to me, and trembling so vioclently
that the words seemed shaken from her lips;
“Jdo not leave me alone—I am afraid.”

“Ah! afraid? You do well to be afraid And
so you have found a friend’” gaid the man, with
a cold sneer.

“Why do you foree yourself upon me now!”
asked Madama weakly,

“*Shall [ answer before your friend””

“Yes——but you dare not It is you as well
ss 1. and I defy you.”

Thers was a fearful energy in her voice, and
fiarce batred in ber look. The man paused be-
fore her.

Then an expression of horror distorted Mad-
asme's white face; ahe ciotched at her heart, and
foll back vpon her couch. The stranger sprang
forwarda but I had laid my hand on his shoul-
der.

“Your case has besn anpealed to a higher
eonrt.” I said, “Madame is dead. "

“Ab!" he cried, seizing ber roughly by the
arm, anod his expression was anythiag rather

than thatof a loger.
i

. Practieally a Saiclde.
Journai of Eduncation.

The ouly man who was ever known to keep a
cash seccuut of his private expenses absolutel
straight for a year died the next year ntm-wul
and the doctors said bls death was ecaused by
mental overwork,
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Written for the Sunday Journal.
The Robin’s Ran Song.

A robin sat in an apple tree,
This mufnin% so sunny sad bright;
To-wheet, to-whit, to-whees, sang he,
It is going to rain before night.

Yon are sadly mistaken, sweet bird, I said.
As I glanced at the slear, blue sky;

There was not a ¢loud on the broad expanse,
Not a sign of rain was nigh.

I songht a rest from the noon-day’'s heat
In the hammock beneath the tree:

The robin flew to his perch o'erhead,
To-whit, to-wheet, sang he,

You are telling a story. [ angrily eried,
You know ’tis not going Lo raim

To-whit, to-weet, to-wheet, to-whi,
Came the tasntingly-sweet refrain.

Old 8ol hid bis face behind a elond.
The cloek on the mantel struck four;

To-whit. to-weet, sang the robin loud,
And the rain began to pour.

Oh, how did you know, you wisa little bird!
1 your wisadom no longer disdain,
I'M believe after this whenever I hear
The robin’s song of rain.
~=Tony Burr,

e
Written for the Sunday Journai.

The Rose.

I, the roze, am glad to-day,
Slumbering in the summer heat.
I heard my hd;-. joyous =ay,
*1'll wear this rose of fragrance sweet,
When 1, my guests invited meet.”
Ah, kirdest fate, that I should grace
Such beauty as my Lady's face;
And she will place me, soft caressed.
With lingering touch upon ber breast.

Strange fingers pluckel me vester night,
Mid swiftly falling drope, dew-bright.
They said an uninvited guest,
ﬂn.tinﬁnv Lady, bade her rest.
She lay in fair and flescy white,
With smiling lips. Thro' pale moonlight,
They measured steps, with sound supprest,
And laid me softly on her breast,
And kissed her cheek 80 ivory white.
I, the rose, am sad to-night.
—Sharon Heath,
—

Written for the Sunday Journal.
The Masters.

Within the sacred realms of mind they live—the
crowned.
Whatever else may fail this will remain,
The nectar in the cup, like rare old wine
That gains a finer flavor with old age,
And must be slowly quaffed to be enjoved,
Till sll the veins are fed with this new blood,
And glow with richer red. This yet remains;
The upon the altar, the livi
That brings to light the fmoagod
Until it moves, and speaks, and lives a man;
Here I may sit and hear the ages speak:
All wealth of years and all the climes are mine;
What else may fail, these will remain.
—Alice Pickett,

———c——
Why He Waits,

He will not hasten his retreat
To Adiron mountains;

He will not wash his ample fee!
In Adirondack fountains;

He will not cast the luring fiy
Where Adirondack trout are,

But stay and wateh with Gorman sly
Where fear, distrust, and doubt are.
He notes the atars and stripes displayed

_Against the red bandanna;;
New York and Jersey both arraved,
And waking Indiana,
And old Connecticut in red
And white and blue, already;
He sees new issues making head
With rapid courseand steady.
So he'll not go in haste this year
Where Adirondack trout are,
But stay with GGorman smooth, where lear
And grave distrust and déubt are,
—=Uhicago Mail,
—E—

Blackberries,

All the day he declaims, like a clarion shrill—
“‘Blackberries, blackberries, blackberries'"

Like the rat-tat-tat of a stone-erushing mill—
‘‘Blasxberries, blackberries, blackberries'™

From a mouth like the mouth of a drummer's valise

Comes the ery you could hear from Secansus to Nice,

And in volume sach moment it seems to increase —
“Blackberries, biackberries, blackberries!”

Oh, it fills all the breast of the still summer air—
‘‘Blackberries, blackberries, blaskberrias'”

The horrible echo isrifaev here—
“‘Blackberries, black , blackberries!"

That demon-like yell thrilis our souls near and far;

It is worse than the rattle of stage or horse-car,

As the vender shouts out, “Hordeoy, here you are—
“*Blackberries, blackberries, b!uthrﬂc;!" L

—Puck.

—-
Te Ease a Writer's Tived Eyes.
Pall Mall Gazette.

A gentleman whohlllnloannl{.ottnm
rays, for the benefit of the pecple w bave to
earn a livelihood with the pen: **Never write on
white paper if
sheet or card

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

- ————  —
His Vaeation.

Puck.

“Mre. Uoton Fistte (off for Narragansett)—
Now, good-bye, dear: be real good, and don't
stay out nights, and beo sure to send me your sal-
ary every Saturday.

He Also Gets There Just the Same,
Detroit Free Press,

It has just been discovered that the flea uses
ouly one eye at a time, and that he dies the hard-
oot of any insect in nature. °

Why He Kissed Her,
Texas Siftings.

“Did you not kiss the plaintalf contiually
when you called on her!” Defendant (in breach-
of-promise suit): “Yes; I never stopped kissing
ber while I was in the honse, but I did that in
self-defense—to keep her from singing.”

’ ——
An Uncommon Allment.
Sau Francisco Chronfcie.

*“What is the matter, my darling?” he asked in
a deeply concerned tone as she coughed violently
aftsr an extra heavy pressure of his arm around
her waist _

“Askma,” was all she said.

—_—— ——i— - —
A Hard-Fought Game,
New York Sun.

Gentioman (to boy outside Polo grounds)—
Game going on to-day, Jobhuuy!

Jobuny—Yessir,

Gentleman—¥Who are the contestants!

Johanuy—Baby Anson an’ de empire,

—_—————
A Dimn Light the Best
Time.

“Why, Penelope,” said & Boston mother as
she eamtered her dauchter's room, *‘why have
you got the gas tarned so low! You will hurt
your eyes in this dim light.”

*“Siamma,” replied the girl in a hushed tone of
voice, I am reading Amelie Rives.”

Askiog the Impossible,
New Yor Sun.

Wife—If I were to be kidnapped, Joha, and
spirited away from you, what would yoa do!

Husband —No danger of that, my dear.

Wife—Well, just imagine, it you know.

Husband—My dear, don't you koow that
there is » limit even to the imagination!

i
The Advantage of Close Friendship.
Time.

McCorkins—Try one of my cigars, Teddy.
They're the same brand you liked so well last
season.

Twombley—The same brand I said I liked,
you mean, old boy. I'd only known you a short
time then, you know, and bardly epjoyed in-
sulting you.

— e ————— -

The Rullog Passion.
New York Sun.

Gentleman-~What's the matter, Uacle Rastus,
yon look siek!

Unele Rastus—Yes, sah, | ate er whols water-
melyun’ larst night jess 'fore I went ter bed, an’
1 ain’s feelin’ bery well diz mawnin.

Gentleman—Ars you going to ses a doctor!

Uncle Rastus—No, sah: 'se gwine {0’ anudder

' melvan.

— ———— -
Far Gone.

The ldea.

Little Eisie—JMr. Ball!
welll

Mr. Bull, of Wall Street (who comes out often
to see Elsie's big sinter)—Get well, little girll
Why do you ask that guestion?

Little Elsie—Because, ] beard my papa say
this morning that you weren't able to take wup
your paper.

When did you get

L
On the Piazza
The ldea.

Young Dawdie—I'va bees killing time reading
the Arabias Nights. Ridiculous yarn that about
the Old Man of the Sea.

Old Huanks—Ain't paid your bill yet, have

1
”g’mc Dawdle—No, pot yat.
Old Huoks—Well, when you do, you'll undes-
stand the old man bet:er.

Wi Unreasonable Expectations,

Mr. Jerusalem Cohn—Now shust look at your-
sellaf. Dot vas de most sdylish bair of pants
dot efer you went anyvhere

Mr. Chatham Greene—Wall, I dunno. Theyr
seem to me & little small for the style.

Mr. Jerusalem Cobhn—Tro amal!
dos cloding fits you peautiful.
pose it vas sdylish to put four yards of five-
dollar goots in & dree-toller bair of pants, vas it!

——i——

| ntqnenion.udu.ld s hiot ahe

Deen alte - :
dedicated the book to him. The title is*
Slow and the Dead.”
e —
A Promisiag Future,

Chicago Tribune.

"hn'thoabun&"nehlm(tbomm
c.c;:di?gb mw:‘«“?ﬂm

“What lovely syeal”

o 1" einculated the father, with superk
mrEn.,“"G.:::l.Ml Look at thas foot and

I'll bet 81,

ha World.
o%.:m:r Man (visiting relatives in the pietur

East)—Thask fortuse, the sun is golng
down. You warned me not to go out in the day-
time for fear of sunstroke: but I'm poing to make
up for it this beautiful moonlight evening. How
charming the lake and river look at sunset!

Hostess—Dear me! You musn't think of
G i a—
“The heavy dew will give you the asthma o
poeumonia or ing.”
— ——li——

- She Was Jekiag,
'?';iymn their bridal tour ‘and she said

l'l!;{-
“Now, Freddie, we don't want everybody in
the car to know that we are newly married, and
bave them all stariog at us. Let us act like
real old married peonla It'll be such fan.”
“All right,” said Fred ealmly. *“You just lel
me have that end of the
A e
gO ree or
mnmw.h?nmwh the dinner station.
that shawl over me, y
“Ob, I don's care who knows that we're just
" she said. "Sit where you are,
and my band.”

——
She Was & Bosten Girl,

Detroit Free Press.
b"': mI;uﬂDanhphnm

| 3 -
"“’, Kate! ’

*“He was entirely to profuse.”

“Impoasiblel A lover counldn't be.”

“And he was as gushiog as he was volumin-
nHu He praised my eyes, bair and complexion.

PO

“Oh, KEate, that was just lovely.”

“But his grammar, That was the
hidden reef whieh wrecked him. He said: *Your
eoyes is,” and all that. Goodness! 1 te
bear him say: ‘Your nose are” I love :u‘
it makes my heart ache to think about 5
can pever marry him. No—oever.”

-

Short Presidents.
Boston Herald.

General Harrison is reported to be only five
feot five incbes tall. This would probably .w
him the shortest President me‘.
e i M
a smal!l man Y, wever.
enta, who were n.lc.y.'&lutl abusive of
often referred to bim as *“‘Littls Van.”

8 h..A. Dotelas
tephen was, even sbartes
than Genera! Harrison, m bad &
strength of bead which gave him the name
Lattle Giant™ Mr. Seward said of him that
never could be President. his coat-tails were
near the ground.” Yet the biggest man
ever ran for President met with tha most
fylog defeat. He was Gen. Winfleld Scott

—i—
Using Her Opportuanlity.
Knausas City Journal
The F

i
!

i
i

f, and it will, o dou
lican ear marks. Yea, I

T




